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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

And greedy romances. 

And you snobs, damn fools, remember you are sweating too. 

Now at last be all appeased 

In ugliness, 

Wallow in the heat, 

O sacred soul of the crowd. 

No one dies, don't be 

Afraid. 

Some life is left. 

See the will-o'-the-wisps of lewdness 

Burning in all the eyes. 

We are alive yet. 

See me scuttle on — 

Satisfied enough, 

Finding with my almost eager eyes 

Not-yet-known breasts and strange thighs 

In your sacred crowds, O Manhattan! 

EVENING 

Tender and young again, feminine, sky of the evening of 

summer is blushing. 
Round, long and soft like a draped arm, sky of the evening 

over the poor city resting. 
Spaces of cool blue are musing — 
They will hold all our sadness, O spaces of cool blue. 
O city, there lived in you once, O Manhattan, a man WALT 

WHITMAN. 
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Our hands are wasted already, perhaps; but enough for con- 
tribution to Beauty, 

Enough for a great sadness, will be, 

Evening of summer, evening of summer going to sleep 

Over the purple bed, over the light flowers of the sunset. 

Many other evenings have I in my heart — I have loved so 
much, so long and so well — don't you remember cool blue 
spaces brooding? 

I shall recall you, 

I shall recall you if insanity comes and sits down and puts 
her hands in my hair. 

Once I touched things with religion, once a girl loved me, 
once I used to go hiking with young folks over the 
Palisades, 

Once I cried worthily. 

NIGHT 

Take me all, 

Woman whom I know so well, every wrinkle of you — my 

room — 
We won't fight any more. 

I have been around, and I have seen the wisdom of you 
In the city. 
Lay me down over the torn bedspread, let the bed-bugs keep 

me company — 
Don't be a prude, old lady : 
Your wounds are disgusting enough, 
But in the city only the syphilis blooms 
And all the other 
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